FRIENDSHIP:    LA  BOETIE

tained, on which he could lean, and by which he
could support himself.

Writing many years after his loss, Montaigne
declared that, though he had passed his time not
without enjoyment, and with no great affliction
except this one, all the rest of his life, compared
with those few years during which he had the
happiness of companionship with La Boetie,
seemed nothing but a smoke or an obscure and
tedious night: " From the day that I lost him I
have only dragged on in a languishing way, and
the very pleasures that offer themselves to me, in-
stead of consoling me, redouble my grief for his
loss; we were halves throughout; it seems to me
that I defraud him of his part." In 1581, nearly
a score of years after his friend's death, Mon-
taigne was at the Baths of Lucca; and ailing
somewhat, yet full of the spirit of untiring curi-
osity, which made every place interesting. Sud-
denly the cloud of his early loss overshadowed
him, and all the sunlight was blotted from the
day: " While I was writing that same morning
to M. Ossat," he enters in his journal, " I fell
thinking of M. de La Boetie, and I remained in
this mood so long that I sank into the saddest hu-
mour." So shaken was Montaigne by the long
reverberations of his sorrow.

103life more intelligible.
